The mojl lain entable TrageMe 

f pray you tcH my Lord arid father Madam, 

I will not marrleyet,and whenl do, Ifweare 
It (hall be Romeo you know 1 hate 

Rather then Parts, thefe are newes indeed. 

CM. Here comesyour father, tell him fo your felfe: 

And fee how he will take it at your hands. •* 

Enter Capulet and Nurfe. 

Ca. When the Sun fets, the earth doth drifle deaw, 

But for the Sunfet of my brothers fonne, 

It rains downright. How now a Conduit girlc, what foil jn 
Euermorc foowringinone title body? 

Thou countcfaits.A Barke;a Sea, a Wind: 

Forftillthy ey es, which I may call the fea, 

Do ebbe and flowe with rearcs, the Barkc thy body is: 

Say ling in this fait floud 3 the winder thy fighes. 

Who raging with thvteares and they with them. 
Without a (udden calcrre Will ouerfet 
Thy tempeft toiTcd body.How now wife, 

Hauc you deliuered to her ottr decree; 

La. Ifir,but fhe will none, ihe giue you tharikes, 

I would the foole were married to her graue. 

Cm. Soft take me with you, take me with ybu wife. 
How will foe none? doth focnot giue vsthanks. ? 

Is foe not proud;doth foe not count her blcft, 

Vnworthy as foe is, that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Brtdrf 
In. Not proud you haue, but thankful that you haUcs 
Proud canl neuer be bf what I hate. 

But thankfull erien for hate,that is meant loue. 

G?.How,how,howhow,chbpt lodgick,what is this? 
Proud and 1 thanke you, and 1 thanke you not, 

And yet not proud miflfoffc minion you? 

Thanke me no thankings,rior proud me no proud s, 

But fettle your fine I oynts gainfi: Thurfday next, 

To go with Paris to Saint Peters <Z hutch: 

Or I will drag thee on a huidle thither. 


of Borneo andluliet. 

Out you greene fickneiTe carrion, out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 

La. Fie,fie,whatarevou mad? 

Its. Good Father,I befeech you on my knees, 
Hcare me with patience, but to fpeake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or neuer after looke me in the face. 

Spcake not,replie not, do not anfwcre me. 

My fingers itch, wife, we fcarce thought vs blefo 
That God had lent vs but this onely childc. 

But now I fee this one is one too much, 

A nd that we haue a curie in hauing her: 

Out on her lidding. 

Nttr. GodinhcauenblciTcher: 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Aj.And why my Lady wifdome,hold your tongue; 
Good Prudence fmatter,with your goffips go. 

Nur. Ifpeakenotrcafon, 

Father, o Godigcden, 

May not one ipeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

V ttcr your grauitie ore a Gofoips bowle, 

For here we need it not. 

Wi. You are too hot. 

Fa. God s bread ,it makes me mad, 
Day^ghtfooure, tide, time, workc, play, 

Alone in companie,flill my care hath bene 
T o haue her roatcht,and h auing now prouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Of faire demeanes,youthfulland nobly hand, 

Stuft as they iaywvith honourable parts, 

Proportiond as ones thought would wifo a man. 

And then to haue a wretched pulingfoole, 

A whining mammet,in her fortuneytender, 
Toanfwere,ilenot\ved,I cannot loue: 

I amtoo young, I pray you pardon me. 
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